FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

straight across country, jumping anything that we met, and I have
seldom enjoyed a ride more. He took us over the best of the
country outside Rome, which is hunted by a well-known pack of

hounds.

After the war, Baisini came to England regularly every year
in connection with his business as an international lawyer, and we
almost invariably met. Every Christmas I received from him a
decorative Christmas card, and on the last one I got from him for
Christmas 1939 was written, "May we meet once again in happier
times when the world comes to its senses." I hope we shall.

My batman, Baker, was an interesting character. Small and
insignificant looking he was not only an excellent valet but an
exceedingly good cook. During a particularly rough passage in a
destroyer from Brindisi to Malta I was feeling none too well and
was sitting aft on the searchlight platform rather wishing for death
when Baker appeared and quite cheerfully asked how I felt. I
gave a fitting reply to such an unnecessary question and asked
him in return why he wasn't ill too. He replied that he had been
a bar steward in the Mauretania for the past ten years and that
this sort of motion was nothing to him. When, later, the time came
for demobilization, I asked him what he was going to do, rather
in the hope that he might stay on with me in a private capacity;
but no, he was going back to his old trade where, as he said, "the
emoluments were by no means insignificant."

In some parts of southern Italy, malaria is bad, and one of our
aerodromes was too close to a marsh to make it a very healthy
place. We moved the aircraft and personnel to another site for
the autumn when the mosquitoes are at their worst but left two
or three Bessonneaux hangars erected and some unserviceable
machines pegged out as decoys. No sooner had we made this move
than the Austrians started to bomb this deserted site and continued
to do so frequently. As caretaker we engaged a deaf Italian who
slept peacefully through the raids and only assumed there must
have been one the previous night by the extra bomb holes which
he could count. An arrangement satisfactory to both parties, but
one which would have been disappointing to the Austrians had
they known.

General Ferrero commanded the Italian forces at Valona, a

fine port in southern Albania. In July the Italians decided to stage

an offensive and asked for British air support: I was only too ready

to give it in order to provide a welcome change for the bomber

who had continued to operate against Cattaro, and not